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Surveying the Current Scene
By the Staff
® When the New Year arrives
we wish each other happy new
years and much peace and success
in the coming year. That is as it
should be, and we hope that all
the students here at U. D. and the
faculty, too, will find 1954 full of
many blessings from the Father

above. The seniors will very shortly begin the long last semester before they are ushered out into the
world where they must sink or

swim. We wish them all a very
grand finish, and that they may all
come in at the tape line filled with
good intentions to go out and use
their U. D. education with its cor-

rect philosophy of life to help stem
the evils in this sin-scarred world.

Jack Butler, the sports writer for
the Brooklyn Tablet and the New
York Catholic News, calls Pep Wilson’s brochure on the Flyers’ basketball team the best he received

books.

this year. Congratulations, Pep.

crime does not pay. Some parents

=

*

*

The Marian Library of the University of Dayton received the
Bishop Wright Award from the

Mariology Society of America for
outstanding work in promotingthe

honor of the Mother of God dur-

ing the year 1953. Congratulations
to Father Lawrence Monheim and
Brother Stanley Matthews who
direct the destinies of the Marian
Library.

To succeed we should do our
duty. Right now for us students we

must study and train our minds to
in fact prayer is more important
than study. So with prayer and
study let us begin this 1954 and
carry on. God knows we need good

ber 18... The whole student body
showed that good Christmas spirit
when they backed so generously

the drive “Operation Joy” to secure
material gifts for needy families

here in the city.
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The Ninth Circuit Court of Appeals in Washington, D.C., gave
the decision that a book is made
obscene by “the relation of an incident which is integrated with the
theme and story, and is word-

painted in such lurid, smutty or
pornographic language that dirt
appears as a primary purpose rather than as a relation of fact or an
adequate description of the incident.”

readers

mate of obscenity.” The court up-

of sex and procreation is the ulti-

1954

Congratulations to Dr. Edward
Huth who was elected president of
the National Catholic Conference
on Family Life. Dr. Huth is the
head of the department of sociology here at U.D. and is past
president of the American Catholic
Sociological Society . . . Hats off
to Mr. Tagg and his singers for the
spendid rendition of “The Messiah” shortly before Christmas, and
to Bob Wood and his committee
for that most delightful Christmas
party in the Fieldhouse on Decem-

do not realize what poison they un-

wittingly put before their children.

on all our

The challenge is held out to us.
What kind of a year will we make
1954?
%

tained in them, and that parents
are misled by the publishers who
say their books teach children

The court stated that “dirty-

during

bd

most

word descriptions of the sweet and
sublime, especially of the mystery

people in the world today to offset the work of the bad people.

*

that

Blessings

be good leaders. Then we should

not forget God. We should pray;

He maintains

parents do not know what is con-

held the confiscation of an imported_ book.
=
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In an article entitled “What Parents Don’t Know About Comic
Books,” in the November issue of
the Ladies’ Home Journal, Dr.
Frederic Wertham says that some
ninety million crime comic books

are read each month by children
in America; that in over ninety
percent of these books the worst
crimes are glamorously and graph-

ically described;

that in many

of these comic books there are

hidden sex pictures; that there is
a connection between these crime

o

e

Metropolitan Nikolai is the high
dignitary of the Russian Orthodox
Church. He guides the Soviet

anti-regilious policy and his main
target of attack is the Christian

forces of the West, particularly the
Catholic Church. In the Communist-dominated World Peace
Council in Vienna he raiseda rallying cry against the Christian

leaders of Western Europe. Hesitations and_ contradictions have
arisen in the Malenkov policy to-

wards religion, but there has been
no change in the enmity towards

Rome.

Much responsibility for

this enmity lies at the feet of Nikolai.

comic books and the acts of mur-

The Metropolitan is remember-

der, brutality and sadism commit-

ed because he convinced Stalin
that he should tum the Russian
Church into a tool of the State. He

ted by young children.
The author of the article has
made a seven-year study of comic

(Turn to Page 20)
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Citation for the Marianist Award, 1953
@ In this the Marian Year of

Jubilee we have been encouraged
to appraise the honors of Mary
under the title of her Immaculate
Conception. From our vantage
point of a century since the proclamation of the dogma we can
see with greater clarity the designs
of Providence in having this the
first of Mary’s prerogatives reserved to modern times for official definition. We now see that doctrine
like a beacon throwing its illuminating light upon the whole range
of the sacred mysteries of Chris-

tianity. It reflects the infinite pur-

traditions and with the hope and
confidence of even greater conquests under the patronage of the
Immaculate Conception of Mary,
the University of Dayton, in the
name of all those intimately associated with her, is pleased and
honored to signal out with distinetion a gentleman of Canada, M.

Roger Brien, who exemplifies the
Marian spirit in thought, word,
and deed, and whom we graciously welcome among our host of
friends as the recipient of the Marianist Award in this Marian Year
of Jubilee.

ity and sanctity of God. It makes
more manifest His perfect freedom in not being bound to the
law of necessity in fallen man.
Neither the sin of Adam nor the
power of Satan can restrain God's
infinite munificence. In the Immaculate Mother of God we have

the crowning point and masterpiece of Christ’s redemptive ac-

Reverend William Joseph Cham-

dogma and prophetic confidence
in Mary’s victory over the evils of
our day. He was accustomed to

promoting the glories of Mary for

sustained efforts that converged

which he has won_
acclaim.

restore all things in Christ.”
Against the background of these
January, 1954

love

for

These pamphlets run tothirty-two

Conception of the Blessed Virgin
Mary has contributed immeasur-

the motto of Blessed Pius X: “to

and

Mary he began two years later a
service of monthly Marian tracts,

the doctrine of the Immaculate

that human reparation of mankind
which has been immortalized in

for the issue on the dogma of
the
Assumption. It is now wellkno
wn
on all the continents and has
received the distinguished accol
ade
from L’Osservatore-Romano,
one
of the official organs of the Vatican, as “the most beautiful Mari
an
review in all the world.”

the eagerness of his readers for

M. Brien was born of pious parents in Montreal in 1910. His early
education was under the direction
of the Jesuits and _ Franciscans.
Since then he has devoted his var-

upon the world-wide resurgence of

thousand to fifty thousand copies

more knowledge

rally his disciples to the Marian
apostolate with the exhortation to
say repeatedly the familiar little

the Christian spirit to help effect

publication entitled Marie. Thisis

the monthly which steadily grew
in size from one hundred and
twenty-eight to two hundred page
s
and from a circulation of nine

from the Marian Center of CanSe now has releases in one
undred and twen
apers published in French a Cannas a
the United States. Encouraged by

inade, had assuring faith in the

ably to the inspirations and the

group of religious and laymen,

who founded the Marian Center of
Canada, with the direction of their

he initiated a weekly press service

Long before the proclamation,

date we can appraise the fact that

cess that he was entrusted by a

In the same year when M. Brien

our venerated Founder, the Very

fied in all places through the Immaculate Virgin Mary.” At this

M. Brien was later called to the
editorship of two publications
which prospered with such suc-

undertook the editorship of Mari
e,

tion.

prayer: “May the Father and the
Son and the Holy Ghost be glori-

than vindicate the right to that
deserving title.

ied talents wholly and entirely to
international

He began as a poet and published in successive years two series

of poems which merited him a
government burse from the Prov-

ince of Quebec for further studies
in Paris.

He continued to publish

other poems on Mary which more

pages and now enjoy the circulation of five thousand copies.

In the Jubilee Year of 1950 he

was entrusted with the direction

of the daily radio programs, known

as “Radio Notre Dame.” This entailed the choice and selection of
topics and speakers. At least once
each week M. Brien conducted the
broadcast himself. These programs
were carried on a number of stations throughout Canada.
Besides these, there were other
achievements that emanated from
the Marian center of Canada under

(Turn to Page 20)
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FOR KEEPS

“Here,”

Sammy took the letters and put
them on the brown, paper-wrapped box. He walked away from
the mail-jeep. He could still hear
the mail-clerk calling the names of
the men. He walked over to
where Jerry was squatting beside
the shattered tree trunk, smoking
a cigarette.

“Mail?”

“No.” Jerry pulled on his cigarette.
“Too bad,” Sammy eyed the let-

ters and the box, sorting them in

“Like what was in it?”
$

2

Yes.”

“Was it food or clothes?”

By Jack Rice

Jerry just smiled, then turned

and walked away.
“Just thinking about what is in
that box peps me up. It might be
a cake or chicken or even cookies.”
“And it might be socks or long
red underwear, too, and it sure
wouldn't be your size.”

“Tll take my chances on that.

Anyhow, just having the box will
be almost like getting mail of my

own.

“Hey, Karns, come here.”

“Yeah, Sarge, what's the scoop?”

“Get your buddy there and the
rest of the squad gathered around
here right now. I want to talk to
them.”
“What time do we leave on the
patrol?”

“Tll tell you all when you get

his mind and trying to decide

“Okay, here’s the box.”

the rest of the guys here.”

which to open first.

“And here’s the twenty.”

Ten o'clock at night in the hill
country is very dark. The high
peaks and steep cliffs cut off almost all moonlight and in winter

“Tell you what, give you twenty

for the box.”
“What's the matter,
you down?”

fag

got

“Keep it.”
“That’s all right, it will make
the box mine.”

out the figure of the man in front
of him, even though he knew he
couldn’t be more than eight or ten
feet away.

- “No, I've gone without mail for
three weeks now, and I’m getting
the blues.”
“It can’t be that bad.”

“Close up,” came down the line

“You haven't gone three weeks
without mail, not even a bill or
circular from home.”

in whispered command. Sammy
moved forward to close the gap
between him and the man in front
of him. Then he could make out

“How about hitting Smitty, the
mail clerk, to see if he isn’t holding out on you?”
“I did that two weeks ago. It’s
no use, I just don’t get any mail.”
“If there’s anything I can do to
help...
“The only way you can help me

is to let me have some mail. I

won't pay you if you don't want
me to, but I’ve got to have some
mail or go bust.”

“Well, all right, if you got it
that bad, I guess there’s only one

the hunched shoulders of Jerry.
Almost at the same instant, the
orange flame of a rifle appeared
close on the right flank, seemingly
Illustration by Bette Osweiler

only a few yards from Sammy.

That night, as Sammy lay on his
back and stared up at the stars, he
wondered what was in the box. He
hadn’t asked Jerry when he took it
over to one side and opened it. If

Everybody hit the dirt. Sammy
ended up in a mud hole not two
feet from Jerry. He could feel the

Jerry wanted private mail, he

wanted it private. Anyhow tomorrow or the next day Sammy figured
he would find out what it was. If it

thing to do. How about one of
the letters? This one looks official,
this one might be from the girl
friend.”

was candy or some kind of food

“Letters don’t give me _heartthrobs. I'll give you twenty, like I

wearing it under his uniform in a

said before, for the box.”

“Okay, if that’s what you want,
and if it will get you out of the
blues.”
Page 4

there is not bright moonlight very
often. Sammy could barely make

Jerry would be around with it. If

it was socks or something to wear
Jerry would probably show up

day or two. These winters could
really get cold, and every bit of
clothing, issue or not, helped.
“Open your package?”
“Yes.”

cold wetness of it soaking into his

jacket. The rifle flashed again and
again. Sammy squirmed lower in

the mud hole, reached out a hand
and pushed Jerry farther into it.

“Hey!” Jerry whispered in protest. “Cut it out!”
“Just protecting your present.”
“Well, cut it out. Ask for it like

a man, and stop shoving my face
in the mud!”
The rifle fire was tentative now.

Whoever was out there had convinced himself he had seen ghosts.

The Exponent

“Move!” came down the column,

and Sammy got out of the mudhole. Jerry moved out, Sammy
waited a slow count and moved
after him. He wondered what was
in the package.

THE BIG STEP
By James M. Landis

The file was spread now, out
here in the flat. As usual the patrol
leader was in a hurry to get where
they were going and get back,
Sammy stumbled along at a half
trot, keeping up. Bushes and small
trees whipped his legs as he hurried along, always half tripping
on the uneven ground.

e@ Everything was dead calm.
Nothing moved. There was no
wind; there was no noise; there
was just — nothing. I was suspended in space! Buck Rogers had
nothing on me. I had taken the
big step. I was making my first
parachute jump!

Suddenly the patrtol slowed up
front, and Sammy almost ran into

The assumption that I could do
anything anyone else had done

Jerry. The front of the patrol had
found something. Sammy moved
up, flanking Jerry, trying to see
what was up ahead.
“Freeze!” came down the column. Sammy stood, half crouched, feeling the ground with his toe
for dry branches or leaves that
would make noise, wondering
what kind of target he made
against the skyline.
“Hit it!” came in whispers down
the column. Sammy stood, tentatively, for a minute, choosing his
spot, then got down without making any noise. He wondered what
the patrol leader saw or thought
he saw. He wondered what was
in the package that Jerry had.
“Move!” came down the column
again. Sammy, in his turn, got to
his feet and moved out again.

was responsible for my “flight
through space.” I was convinced

that to make a jump you needn't
be some sort of superman with
nerves of steel. Others had done
it; so could I.
Retaining this feeling of bravado, I managed, with a glib tongue
and an authoritative air, to acquire a parachute and a spot in
an air show. Somehow I managed

to leave everyone but myself with
the idea that I was a professional
at this sort of thing.
The day of the big step came. A
shining, cloudless sky with a slight
breeze should have pleased me. It
didn’t. I was beginning to have
some apprehensions. Not only was
[ ignorant of the proper functioning of a parachute, but I was be-
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At last the waiting was over and

witha final inspection of my chute,
I climbed into the plane. We taxied out to the runway, took off,
and began to climb. I was alone

now. Those people who watched
so carefully as I harnessed myself

into the chute — they were far be-

low me. There was now no audience to sustain me. There was just

myself and that wasn’t very comforting.
We leveled off at five thousand
feet and began the crosswind run.
I had picked my landing spot
while I was on the ground but
from here it looked very different.
I indicated to the pilot my spot
and prepared to jump. My heart
was racing now. My knees were
weak and they didn’t want to respond. Somehow I swung my legs

over the side of the open door. I

My heart pounded so

just let go.
The first instant was like jumping into a tub of ice water. Then
there was nothing. What had been
the wind tearing at me on thewing
of the plane was now nothing. The
roar of the engine and the scream
of the wind was gone. It was as
if I were suspended in air. I had
absolutely no sensation of falling;

He

crawled over to where Jerry lay.
He could see that there wasn’t

(Turn to Page 21)

my hands were cold and trem-

bling.

loudly that I could feel it in my
finger tips. With one hand on the
strut and the other on the rip cord,
I sat, immobile for one last moment. I took a last look at the
pilot, closed my eyes tightly, and

Sammy could see. the mortar bursts
them.

ed portentous. I could feel the sun

warm on the back of my neck, yet

The wind tore furiously at my

be Jerry’s last patrol for a while.
from

For what seemed hours, I waited. And while I waited I checked
and rechecked my rig. Now a new
feeling seemed to overtake me. I
became extremely aware of every
detail about me. Each blade of
grass, the reflection of the sun on
the wing of the plan
—all
e seem-

clothes.

Sammy could hear him screaming and he knew that this would

away

to the finish.

tried a weak grin at the pilot and
mumbled, “Wish me_ luck!”
'

The patrol was lurching rapidly along, when Sammy heard it.
The unmistakable high whine of a
mortar shell coming in on target.
Sammy hit the dirt and cradled
his helmet in his arm. The mortar shell went off with a loud
bang not twenty-five yards away.
The fold of ground which Sammy
had chosen shielded him from the
fragmentation. Jerry was not so
lucky.

walking

ginning to have some doubts about

my ability to see this thing through

Illustration by Kay DeVol

(Turn to Page 20)
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Never Again
By Frances J. Kisecker
@ Ned competently held the
wheel as he drove through the five
o'clock traffic. He had followed
this same way to his home for the
past five years. He knew every
traffic light enroute; he knew every

building and sign on the way; and
even though the City Fathers
found it expedient to erect another
bridge over the river which opened a new route to his home, Ned
did not intend to change his
course. With the opening of the
new bridge his timing had been
upset and had to be revised, but
he now reached home about ten
minutes earlier; so the improvement had been to his advantage,
and he approved of it.
On this particular evening in
June, Ned found amusing those
“darn fools” who tore around him
in their haste. He knew that they
would be waiting at the next trafic
light. After all he had timed this
route and knew exactly at what

speed to proceed to make every
light. He could afford to indulge
such persons in their unseemly
haste as he knew full well that
it would gain them nothing. As he
drove into the driveway of his
home, his thoughts were filled
with appreciation of himself: My
plans are perfected. Nothing —
No! nothing — can interfere.
With the precision of the mechanical engineer which he was,
Ned had worked out every detail
of his proposed trip to Crooked

Lake for the opening of bass season. He had figured to the minute

the time of departure from Dayton
to the time of arrival in Michigan.
With a feeling of smugness about
his astuteness, he jauntily walked
into the kitchen.

“Hi, honey,” he said, and then
kissed Sue. “How'd things go to-

day?”

“Okay, dear,” answered his wife.
“Well, okay, other than the chil-

dren have been in fine fettle. They
Page 6

have been into one thing after
another. One more day like this
and [ll go stark raving mad.”
“Take it easy, honey,” responded Ned, pleased with the turn of
events as this made it easier to
present his proposition. “I was
thinking today that what we need
is a little vacation — to get you
away from the children for a few
days. How abouta trip to Michigan? We could drive up there
for a few days, and that would
give us both a chance to get away
from our usual routine. A change
of scenery and a bit of a rest
would be good for us.”
“That sounds marvelous,
what about the children?”

but

“IT think Aunt Mamie would
come and stay with them. As a
matter of fact I’ve asked her, and
it’s okay with her.”
“Just when are you planning on
this jaunt? Evidently you've been

giving it some thought since you've
already asked Aunt Mamie,” commented Sue with a wife’s understanding of a designing husband.

“Well, I'll tell you. I’ve built up
some overtime with my having
worked all day Sunday as well as
Monday, Tuesday, and last night,
and I have to work again this
week-end. You know how the
office is. They'd rather you took
the time off than they're having
to pay you for the overtime. I
talked to the boss this morning,
and he suggested that I take next
week-end off to offset this overtime. So I figured, if we left next
Thursday after work, we could
reach Crooked Lake by midnight
and be back here late Sunday.
That would give us two full days
at the cottage. How’s it sound to
you?”

dren, it sounds wonderful to me.

What about the cottage? I suppose you've even taken care of
that! Have you called the Glanders?”

“Yep, honey, ['m way ahead of
you. I’ve called them and we can
have the big cottage. There’s one
thing though — how about someone to keep you company while
I'm out on the lake fishing? I was
wondering about Jane. Do you
suppose she’d go with us?”
This suggestion to take Jane
along had been carefully worked

out by Ned. If Sue had company,
she would not mind his going out
on the lake alone, and it would
make the trip more appealing to
her. He had considered Helen,

but she liked to fish; and he did
not intend to fret with a female
fisherman. He had thought of Bet-

ty, but she was too aggressive;
and he did not wish to bother
with her spur- of - the - moment
plans. He even had pondered
about Tess, but she wasn’t married; and he did not relish the idea
of listening to her as she expounded her theory of a perfect husband. After sorting through their

friends, he had decided on Jane.

She was an innoxious person. She

talked incessantly, but never seemto make much sense.
Sue enjoyed her.

However,

Ned was well pleased with himself. Aunt Mamie in her competent way was in full charge of
the children; Jane was delighted
to accept the invitation; and their
departure had been on the exact
minute as he had planned. In
another ten minutes they would be
in Centerville, half way to Crooked Lake — still on schedule. His

prearrangements called for a stop
at this point for food, and he had
allotted a half hour for this pur-

“Bosh! This comes as a surprise,

pose. As the sign, “Welcome to

but if it’s all right with Aunt

Centerville,” appeared, Ned asked,

Mamie to take care of the chil-

“How about a bite to eatP A stop
The Exponent

now will give us a chance to
stretch our legs. I thought we

the kitchen and were still talk-

could grab a sandwich and a cup

Such fun as they were having reminiscing. They had started with
the first grade and were up to the
seventh. Thank heavens neither
one of them had gone to college;
when they reached the senior
year of high school, they would

of coffee
Heaven.”

at

Sam’s

Hamburger

“It's okay with us. Jane and I
have just been talking about food.
But, honey, we'd better go to a

restaurant as Jane is on a diet, and
she can’t eat fried foods,” answered Sue.
An hour and a half later they
emerged from the dinning room
of the St. Clair Hotel.
Ned was chagrined at the delay.

He attempted to make up the lost
time by driving faster than usual.
He took a curve or two rather
short and daringly passed several
cars. The gasps of Sue and Jane
satisfied his resentment.
By the time they arrived at the
cottage, his spirits were soaring
again. He immediately tore into
unpacking the care. The sooner it
was unpacked, the sooner he could
get to bed; after all he had to get
up at five o'clock to go fishing. He
was tired so he yawningly suggested:

ing. Would they never go to bed!

have to stop. As Ned finally drifted off, he thought:

Ill sure have

to sleep fast.
After such a short night Ned re-

sponded sluggishly to the bell of
the alarm clock. However, the impetus to arise came when his plan
for the day flashed into his mind:
a few hours of fishing this morning — followed by a few hours of
sleep — and then a few more hours
of fishing late this afternoon.

Ned cast and he cast and he
cast. He started with a Jitterbug; he tried an Hawaiian Wiggler; he experimented with a
Crazy Crawler, a River Runt, and
an Injured Minnow; he used every

go

ahead,

honey.

Centerville has upset Jane’s nerves.

She just can’t go to bed right now,
and I’m going to stay up and talk
to her.

Oh, another thing, you

wouldn't mind sleeping on the
daybed on the sun porch, would
you? Jane has a bad back, and I
think it would be better if she

slept with me in the bed.”

“Tl fix you something to eat.

Then you go lie down for a couple
of hours and you'll feel better.”
“Yeah,” mumbled Ned in reply.
Although he needed the sleep,
Ned regretted taking the nap. As

he joined Sue and Jane in the
kitchen, Sue enthusiastically announced:

“Do I have a surprise for you!
Jane and I are going with you this
afternoon. Weve been talking,

and Jane will go along to keep
us company.”
“I thought Jane was afraid of
the water,” Ned groaned.
“Oh! she is, but she’s willing to
try — just for us.”
Ned was seething. If he had to
untangle one more snag, he would
either tip the boat over and get
rid of both of these women; per-

them over the top of the head

with an oar, he would feel better.
Instead he deliberately smacked
the water with his oars. For an
hour he had been slowly rowing
back and forth along the weed

beds while Jane and Sue trolled.

Jane

doesn’t feel tired or sleepy. The
couple of scares you gave us in
the way you drove after we left

“Not very.”

haps if he just bashed one of

“Guess I'd better hit the hay.
After that drive I sure am tired,
and I have to get up bright and
early in the morning so the bass
will know I’m here.”
“You

ed? Didn't you get a good night’s
sleep?”

Illustration by Elizabeth DeCurtins

plug in his tackle box. But not a
sign of a strike. Rather than return
to the cottage empty-handed, Ned
in desperation turned to still-fishing. He was prepared for every
eventuality and had brought with

him a cane pole and a can of
worms. The perch and the blue
gills were more cooperative than
the bass but in a restrained way.

He felt like the filling of a sandwich between two pieces of conversation. With Jane at one end
of the boat and Sue at the other,
he was kept busy ducking words
as they flew back and forth. The
only periods in this stream of
chatter were the interruptions for
him to unsnarl the snags. If all
they intented to do was talk, why
on earth did they have to come
with him?

Suddenly there was the whirr

complained to himself: A daybed!
It’s not a bed but a modern instrument of torture. Who in his wildest nightmare had ever invented

Disgruntled with his luck Ned
headed for shore. As he walked
into the cottage, he was in a peev-

of the reel as the line was rapidly
being pulled off. Ned jerked his
body around. There sat Jane,
smoking a cigarette and with her

ish, sleepy mood.

pole propped against the side of

this monstrosity? Bet the character

ed.

Ned moaned as he struggled to

find a comfortable position. He

had never slept on one himself.
Darn these thin partitions; those

two females were still sitting in
January, 1954

“Hi, honey. Any luck?” Sue ask“Not much.”

“What's the matter, are you tir-

the boat. He stabbed a look at
her as he plunged toward her end
of the boat.
“Throw

that

damn

cigarette

(Turn to Page 21)
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A Twenty-Day Sea Voyage
By Charles Rogge
An analysis and criticism of Conrad’s style in The Shadow Line.

@ Joseph Conrad’s The Shadow Line is a simple story made

complex by a duplex approach to
the plot. It is mainly the account

ofa twenty-day sea voyage of horror. To the main character of the

story the moods of the sea unfold
themselves as mysteriously as the
future opens to all mankind. To a

principal

subordinate

character

the events progress in dreadful fatalism, but in different ways.

There are enough “tricks” in the
author’s bag to lift the narrative
at regular intervals like tent poles
holding a huge, drab canvas in
suspension.

From the beginninga third element adds itself to the simultaneous double angle of the plot. It
is. the psychological element. The

personality of the hero undergoes
a.-radical change not so much
through a crisis in his life as
through the circumstances. of it.
The crisis is past as the story
opens. The circumstances following shape it.

ation, however, is concentrated
upon minor figures in the story as

though in the brief acquaintance
Conrad gives us with them he intends to makea lasting impression.
The principal character and the
first subordinating character are
hardly described at all. But their
actions, with which the story of
necessity occupies itself, and their
thoughts and words reveal them
more intimately than mere appearances. With a nice balance Conrad gives some external views of
these important characters in an
inverse proportion. The more they

speak and act, the less they are
described.

The “tricks” employed to heighten the interest of the story are frequent and varied, though at times
Conrad delays on one particular
device and repeats it often before
he passes on to another.
Among his literary twists Conrad has paradox, insight, humor,

clever description (which is usually stated succinctly in a simile or

_Conrad’s story moves along in
one direction so faithfully that its

It was impossible to imagine,
or, rather, it was only too easy
to imagine.

In the first example given here he

incorporates

his

paradox

in

a

subtle metaphor.
Insight and discovery are the
legitimate children of a novel.
Often it is upon the skillful handling of these tools that the author
constructs his best books. Conrad
limits his insight and discovery almost to the psychological consideration of his characters. Here he
understands human nature and has
facility in revealing it in an easily
recognized and defined way that

his reader will find immediately
acceptable.
The past eighteen months, so
full of new and varied experi-

ences, appeared a dreary, pro-

saic waste of days. I felt —
how shall I express it? — that
there was no truth to be got
out of them.
Among other things Conrad’s British idiom is apparent in this quotation. He remains with it con-

yutcome is obvious from the out-

tinuously. The particular feeling

set. It is a trifle slow in sections

expressed in the above quotation
is a prepossession of the earlier

and a good portion of the conclusion could be lopped off without

chapters of the book and repeats

substantial damage resulting to the

itself in different forms to stress
the aftermath of the crisis which
preceeds the events of the book
and from which many of them take
color. It is again seen in:

main body of the novel. Notwith-

standing its lucidity of plot development, enough detail is left unsaid that the reader's imagination
may be more actively than passively stimulated. This creates a fellowship between reader and author, for the author obviously respects his audience as being able
to. enjoy a good story as he enjoys
writing one.

The story is evenly divided be-

metaphor — though he does _pro-

long metaphor twice), discovery
(which is brother to insight), cynicism, and moralizing all in said
order of first appearances.

His paradox is latent rather than
patent:
. . the climate did the rest

tween characters and events. Con-

with the swiftness of an invisible monster ambushed in

gerate both, but this inclination

the air.

rad has a mild tendency to exag-

falls more heavily upon characters

and is frequently accomplished by

than upon incidents. The exagger-

contradiction:
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This bit of self-praise, of
course, fitted excellently the
laborious inanity of the whole
conversation. The whole thing
strengthened in me that obscure feeling of life being but

a waste of days, which, halfunconcsiously, had driven me
out of a comfortable berth,

away from menIliked, to flee
from menace of emptiness .. .
and to find inanity at the first
turn.

The Exponent

Other examples of insight and discovery revealed in a glimpse-like
inspection are clever enough to
give life to a page if nothing else
were written upon it.

All roads are long that lead towards one’s heart’s desire.

Only that a dream leaves no
shame behind it, ...
Like all very simple emotional
states this was moving.
It was like the imperfect relief
of awakening from a_ nightmare.
Metaphor and simile are vehicles Conrad cleverly uses to convey truth. Sometimes his discovery is purely in the nature of description.

about a ship coming in from
and folding

Most of the similes and metaphors used in this work influence
the surrounding context. There are
a few isolated cases of independent description.

her white

and

Most of the similes and metaphors

do heavy duty in describing and

also giving tone to whole situations. In this novel Conrad uses
few of the sustained descriptions
for which his works are noted.
I was very much like people

astonishes

me

Conrad’s humor is sparse. But

have hurried his books.)
. . . like some rare women, she
was one of those creatures
whose mere existence is
enough to awaken an unselfish

delight.
(Conrad should have used his
eraser on “creatures”.
)

He concentrates the humor on two
pages early in the book. The dra-

The best Conrad does with humor
is:

half-dozen pages towards the end.

slice of

pineapple on it before him
and stood back to watch what
would happen.

In the entire work there appears
only one monstrous cynicism:
Human nature is, I fear, not
very nice right through.
But there are milder examples.
For who on earth
dream of Chinamen?

would

I believe everybody in the
world is a little mad.
he puts into the mouth of one of
January, 1954

As with his humor, Conrad is

sparing with his dramatic sense.
matic sense he sprinkles over a
He gripped my extended arm
warmly, and the end of our
acquaintance came suddenly
in the words: “Good Night.”

This text actually appears in the
first chapter of the book, but in as
far as Conrad felt dramatic at all
he should have avoided it at this

point or revised his sentence. The
“Good night” really doesn’t terminate the acquaintance of which he
speaks. It is continued later in the
book. This is an oversight in the
development of the plot. How-

ever, where the main section of
dramatic speech does occur it is

well placed.

Throughout,

Conrad’s style is

simple, typically British, and occasionally inclined to be common-

place or becomes thin. A few spots
are stiff and old fashioned.

It was just simply heart-breaking to watch.
. . . you could have heard a

. . . brought his face of an
unhappy goat nearer to the
table and addressed us dolefully.

put a plate witha

If the air had turned black,
the sea, for all I knew, might
have turned solid.

>

would have given a criss-cross
point of emphasis. Conrad may

The last thing I saw they had

As the drama heightens Conrad
leans a bit towards the fantastic
into which extravagant drama inevitably overflows.

me into dust.

wings to rest.

this story is not a humorous one,
and the drama is too short in
length to warrant interruption.
When he does use it, it is a mirthless as the “mirthless smile” of one
of his characters. Tending to ridicule, the few passages of humor
are tinged with irony.

Worthy of my undying regard.

.. . the first crash must turn

astonishes them.

ever

it.

and:

“like” wrought upon his figure.
)

(“Nothing

being finished, though I didn't know it. No I didn’t know

Carmen is the sole substance of
Conrad’s dramatic statements.
)

(Conrad didn’t notice the devastation “skylight”, “twilight”,

a climax in which the narration is
reinforced with:
My education was far from

(Repetition, like the fate theme of

The maghogany table under
the skylight shone in the twilight like a dark pool of water.

in fairy tales. Nothing ever

There is something touching
sea

his characters.

The story moves to

pin drop on the deck.
. . could be no more than
the weight of a bunch of
ghosts.

. . . but I would just as soon
think of tweaking his nose.
. . . disclosed himself possessed of a deeper philosophy.
... but I verily believe ...
Three lofty windows gave on
the harbour.
I approached my analysis and
criticism of Conrad’s book with a
prejudice sown in my mind almost
as soon as I selected The ShadowLine. An English instructor was

quoted to me as having said, “Conrad learned English in his twenties. Why?” I wholly disagree with
such a curt dismissal of Conrad’s

literary worth, and I would disagree with a more lengthty consignment of this book to the flames.
In The Shadow-Line Conrad has

a good story, and he tells it well.
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such a precaution increased the
pressure on his body.

Disaster Under the Sea

“Let’s see,” thought Joe to him-

By Raymond Gohring

@ “All set?” questioned divingengineer, Tom Berg.
Joe Walsh shook his head as he
had done hundreds of times before
and felt the heavy helmet clang to
a rest on his shoulder plates. Automatically his hands swept overhis
air-intake and release valves. He
spoke into the telephone connected to the lower front part of the
helmet and received a_ reply.
Everything seemed to be in perfect
working condition.
Tom gave an order and the as-

sistants helped Joe to the ladder
and over the side. All of them felt
that same tenseness that is always

present as a diver climbs down the
ladder and is swallowed up by the

Joe and asked if he would be willing to dive.
“The weather is bad and getting

worse. I wouldn't send anyone
down by order today. It may mean
your life, Joe, but will you try?”
Joe shook his head. He would be
more than willing.
Under the water Joe was making a fast descent. Aside fromthe
terrific current it was like any
other routine dive. A school of
small fish was curiously following
him to the bottom and the light
was becoming dimmer as fathom
after fathom was passed. Looking
down he saw the murky bottom

“Now comes the important
work.” Joe was finding it tricky to
walk on the sub and even more
difficult to think straight. “I have
on the deck to find out if there are

any of the crew alive yet and
where they are.” That is why he
had asked for the hammer. Starting close to the back he slowly
duck-walked up toward the front
of the sub, pounding all the time.
He had gotten to the center of
the sub, over the central control
room when he heard a rumble of
clanging sounds. Someone alive

was inside the sub. Joe listened.
The clanging repeated itself again
and again. He counted fourteen
strokes.
Illustration by Ned Ostendorf

submarine. Automatically as Joe
touched the ground he gave four
yanks on his life-line, a signal that
he was “on the bottom.”

Under twenty-five fathoms he

realized he could stay down one
half-hour at the longest. He would
have to start work immediately
and steadily despite weather conditions. Walking was exception-

ally hard since sudden shifts in

the scene of the disaster.

water

The sea was rough, really almost
too rough to dive. On board the

to enable himself to keep his bal-
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himself heard over the telephones.
It didn’t take long for the line to
descend. As fast as he could, which
was a snail’s pace, he made his
way to the ship and tightly fastened the rope to it.

to crawl along and keep pounding

Joe also could feel the thrill that

salvage ship Commander Tom met

met it was difficult for Joe to make

right lay the giant shape of the

each diver experiences when entering the world under the sea. But
this time he felt himself shaking
slightly from nervousness. The current was catching him and cartying hima little off to one side.
Things were exactly as Commander Tom had told him.

to the Naval docks where he was
placed on a ship and hurried to

“Send down the rope and a hammer!” he yelled with the full
strength of his voice. With air incessantly echoing through his hel-

moving up to meet him. Off to the

Sea.

Only four hours ago Joe was
home relaxing; but now he had
plenty of cause for concern, not
only for his own safety, but also
for those who were depending
upon him. In fact he had just finished dinner when the telephone
rang and the Navy ordered him
to report for duty immediately.
While on maneuvers off the New
England coast, the submarine S-9
had sunk with full crew aboard.
Divers were needed! Joe jumped
into his car and raced fifty miles

self, trying to collect his thoughts,
“my first task is to call for a descending line for the ship.” Thinking is plenty hard for anyone at
high diving pressures. He had to
think over everything slowly before making any decisions.

current

continually

lifted

him off the sea bottom. In order
ance, Joe decreased his air-intake

and thereby his bouyancy. But

“Fourteen men alive in the central control room.” A smile was

breaking over Joe’s face as he
thought of it. “But time is running
on. I have to hurry.”
Up front, in the torpedo room,
Joe discovered that there were also
men alive. But before he had a
chance to find out how many, he
felt four stiff tugs on his life line.
His time was up. Over the tele-

phone he could hear Commander
Tom: “Joe, the weather is getting
worse; it is too dangerous for anyone to be down there. Stand by
to come up at once.”

(Turn to Page 21)
The Exponent

e A college education is becoming a real “must” nowadays.
The value of a high school di-

A New Person

ploma has dropped considerably
from the high premium that it held
years ago. What is the result? A
great number of high school students are applying themselves to

barrier ever stronger. I often think

a

course of

of my cousin who is earning a

studies, and the problems that have

good living by making use of her
native tongue. Upon graduating
from high school, she obtained employment in a popular furniture
store. Since many of the customers are Portuguese, she has been of
invaluable help to the staff because of her knowledge of Portuguese. After working there for a

college-preparatory

resulted have opened our eyes to
a greater appreciation of certain

deficiencies in what we have im-

parted to our young.

One particular fact has been
most revealing in its effects. Most
universities today require two

years of foreign language for all
their

future

students.

Certain

courses have always demanded a
special language; e.g., medicine

requires a knowledge of Latin.
Most languages must be studied.
And so the easier language classes

are filled with a majority of students who are “bearing up” with
the course in order to get those
all-important college recommendations.

The fact that a foreign language
is of great importance and necessity in the modern world does not

seem to occur to many American
students. Who can blame them?
As a nation we have not been language conscious; why should we

expect such a disposition in our

youthP From our very beginning

we have relied on English without
too much concern whether this
attitude were advisable.
We are a big nation; in fact, we

rank as a first-rate power nowa-

days. In our big land everyone
speaks English. To our north, most
of the Canadians speak English.
Indeed, there seems to be little

apparent need for “one of those
difficult foreign tongues.”
Froma practical point, however,
we are making a mistake. Those
in business have a real asset in a
foreign language. In many of our
big cities, the so-called “foreign
element” lives in a specified sec-

tion of town. The fact that many
of these people cannot trade except with those who speak their

tongue has made the nationality
January, 1954

By John Lonergan

very short time, she sold five hundred dollars’ worth of furniture to

a Portuguese family. Try to tell
her that a foreign language is not
practical!

What expansion of foreign language gives to one’s social life! We
all like to have friends
—many of
them. This desire is only natural
because we are social beings.
There is only one way, however,
in which we can become friends
with our neighbor. We must have
something common between us. If
we have the good fortune to know
a language other than English, we
have the key to many hearts that
would otherwise be locked to us.
Put yourself in the position of a

displaced person.

Suppose you

hensive of what might be going

on, I entered the kitchen. My fears
were quickly allayed; the noise was

simply the swishing of the janitors’ mops. There was some difficulty, however, that remained to
be settled.

In the cleaning, the janitors had

been moving things about; consequently, I had to ask information

concerning the whereabouts of objects in order to fulfill my assign-

ment. My approach to the janitors, a young Italian man and wife,
was almost repelled.

They were

D.P.’s and could barely speak Eng-

lish. The fact that they were so
young made the lines in their faces
give evidence of a hard struggle
in the last war. What had alienated them from me was my English.

I knew no Italian, but I could

use Spanish, which is closely akin

to the former language. What a
happy change came over this silent pair! Immediately they open-

ed up to me. The young woman

would chatter to me and then to
her husband, who, in turn, would
chatter back to her and then to
me. From here on in we were
great friends. The language _barrier had been considerably broken,
and friendship had been made.
There is an old maxim that
states that for every language one

were transported to a foreign land.

learns, he becomes a new person.
Perhaps the application of this wise

friends with those who are interested enough in you to learn your
native tongue. Whether we are
conscious of the fact or not, there

we think. If we Americans were
more language conscious,
we
might better be able to understand

are still many “foreigners” who are
trying to adjust themselves to our
way of life— people who want to

little trouble in understanding England or Canada. The former bor-

How quickly you would make

make friends with us if only it

were possible.
I saw how true this fact is one
summer morning. My employer

had just telephoned me to go down
to the restaurant a little early in
order to take care of some unfinished business. After entering the
establishment, I could hear noises
in the direction of the kitchen.

thought is more far-reaching than

other peoples. At present, we have

rows many millions from us; but

other countries, however, which
have offered positive resistance to
Communism, receive little recognition from us. Evidently, this
problem is not so simple that it
can be reduced to the mere acqui-

sition of a foreign language; but

what a big step this accomplishment would make. At least, with

the language barrier broken, we

Until then, I had thought that I

may proceed towards mutual un-

would be alone in the restaurant

derstanding.

since it was locked. Slightly appre-

(Turn to Page 21)
Page ll

Ef
hye
Edited by Elizabeth McAdam

An Apology to Our Lady
Lady, if earthly beauty were thy grace,
Then ample words and phrases could I find
Within the limits of a finite mind
To give you fitting glory, and encase
Thy image in a sonnet’s fond embrace.
For thee, O Mary, Heaven has designed
A beauty of the spirit, of a kind
Scarce comprehended by our mortal race.
The countless titles man bestows on thee
But show his narrow scope of intellect,
Which, meeting thy great beauty, must direct
His words to portions of thy majesty.
A brilliant sun thou art, and I, afar,
Must be content to see thee as a star.

Rosa Mystica
Behold the rose, flower of love.

Upon whose petals rests
The falling tingling dew of tears.
Behold the rose, upon whose stem and soul, the
Thorns, the sword is borne
Throughout the years.
Yet happy rose, above all flowers raised,
Whose name surpasses all
In praise untold.
Upon whose beauty rests the sun
Which drinks the happy tears
And turns the bleeding rose of red to gold.
—KARL GABRIELSEN.

—JOSEPH WESSLING.

Somewhere Along the Way
Night in The City
Lights, flashing on and off, on and off,
Like artificial stars, rouged; their colors,
Captured in twisted tubes of glass
Splash their glow on the city at night.
Underground roars of subway trains
Mingle with piano notes and laughter,
Then gallop on the wind to the black skirts
Of sky where their babble is hushed.
Structures of stone with yellow eyes
Gulp from the streets their food of flesh
And digest their fill in the hours of dark,
Only to quiver and disgorge their meal
In the seven o’clock light of day.
—JOHN Mock.

Cc.

(The “way” spoken of in this poem is the Via Dolorosa and
Road of Life; the drops of blood—Christ; Gust of Wind
—the Holy Ghost; Echo of a Silence—God the Father.)
The echo of a footstep
fell down the narrow way,
And with each step a tear dropped
and sparkled bright as day.
They seemed to fall upon the spots
where drops of blood still lay,
And mingled them together,
and cast a shadow grey.
The echo of a Silence
passed by the shadow grey
And thrilled the drops of blood and tears
that lay along the way.
A Gust of Wind came sweeping down
and thrust the two away,
And put them down to wait again,
somewhere along the way.
—DONALD BOCCARDI.

Thy spirit free still manifests a pride

More true than young Narcissus, rapt with love.
A fiercer tenderness will override
With inward tears, which friends have dreamt not of,

Thy passions’ wild eruptive flow. Above
Your daring does the courage shown by men
Seem mild as nightingale to earth-bound dove.
And thus, thy eloquence, to which not ten
But half a hundred more to hold thy pen
Would be more adequate, as Orpheus’ lyre,

Which brought proud Pluto weeping from his den,
From thy grotesqueness, wooed the world with fire.
But ye, who saw tomorrow’s dream consume
Your soul, now rest, for white remains your plume.
—ELIZABETH McADAM.
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Poem, Extra, Extra!
Jim Smith awoke with a hangover
And a head clear out to here.
“Just what,” he said, “the hell
Is the point of all these parties, parties’?
A deep voice replied,
“That’s

Precisely
The point,
Jim Smith.”
—JACK RICE.

The Exponent

Brevilies ..A CITY STREET
@ Naomi walked along the busy
street. It was October, one of the
loveliest months of the year. Back

home the leaves, golden brown,
yellow, and red, would be floating
down from the trees and gathering in small piles, which would
crackle and crunch when walked
on. But here there were so many

buildings and skyscrapers

that

there wasn’t room for any trees.
Even the grass had a hard time
finding any room to grow. This
was the time of year she had always loved most; the time when
a sweater or light jacket felt good
in the evening, when the boys and
girls would play “kick-the-sand,” or
“tag” out in the alley, and when
a walk around the block would be
the most refreshing thing a person could do.

7

she was homesick, that she didn’t
get the right breaks and it was
too hard trying to get ahead?

She hated to admit it had gotten the best of her, but it would
be impossible to keep trying and

never get anywhere. Why was
everyone so hostile here, never

been the same situation as in 1933
when Mr. Hitler walked in and
grabbed the steering wheel. All
the treaties with the United States
would have been cancelled and
Western Germany would have

been neutralized.

willing to help a person?
Next summer she would go
home for a vacation. Maybe they
would be able to talk her into

staying there. She would probably let them convince her that
she was needed at home.
It would be so wonderful to
walk down the tree-shaded street,
have the breeze whisper by, see all
her old friends and neighbors sitting on their porches, or talking

Everybody

knows what that means!

The

churches,

especially

the

Catholic, put all their weight behind preparing the public for the
votings. The results wereglorious.

In our county almost eighty per

cent voted Adenauer, who is
known to go to Mass every day
and whose son, by the way, is a
priest.

Mr. Dulles’ remarks were effec-

tive if not very tactful and I can
say, not without pride, that if

America ever had an ally, we are
it.

The

anti-American

Social-

Democrats under Ollenhauer (Dr.
Schumacher’s successor) right now

But that was back home, in a
small town, not here where the
cars, busses, and taxis were always rushing back and forth, pay-

are in danger of bankruptcy and

ing no attention to anything or

were thrown in. The Communists
lost all of their seats, so have the
neo-Nazi Deutsch Reichspartei and
all other extremists.

a lot of wisdom will be needed to

lead them out of the hole they

anybody, with their theme song of
hurry, hurry, hurry. There were
no people here to say “Hello, how

are you. No, everyone was intent
on his own business. Everyone
had some place to go, everyone,
that is, but Naomi.

Sure, she had lots of friends,

I hoped that satisfies the French
over their fences, and speak to
everyone of them. No one would

be in a hurry to get anywhere.
What a lovely, peaceful walk that

most of them fairweather friends.

will be down her own quiet city

The majority of the girls she work-

street.

ed with were in the same boat as
she, but none would admit that
they were lonely and tired of the
“big city” and willing to go back
home.

No, that would be admitting
failure. It had taken so much talking, arguing, and discussion to get
her parents to give in finally and
let her try to make a place for

herself in the big world, that she

—NorMA SUHR.

FROM EUROPE
(Excepts from a letter written by
a former U. D. Student)
Dear friend,
How did you like our German
elections? I feel pretty good now,

couldn’t give up now and have

but was almost a nervous wreck
that night the results come in. I

to give excuses why she came back
home. What could she say — that

was scared those Socialists might
come to power. It would have

January, 1954

and English who still thought we
only wanted to revenge the defeat
of 1945. But now they say Dr.
Adenauer will be the new dictator
because he has the absolute majority they were wishing for. Isn’t
it just the lack of good will?
At least there are still the Americans. I don’t know what we will
do if they disappoint us, too, one
day. Now dont say I'm bitter,
because I am not. Butalittle bit
of the “fair play” could not hurt
anybody. We Germans cannot
build a United Europe by ourselves. At the moment we have
the flag and Dr. Adenauer.
Aufwiedersehen.
Your FRIEND.
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To the Editor of the Exponent

I have written this letter not in
a spirit of criticism or indignation,

but rather as a friend interested in

December 16, 1953

211 Alumni Hall
Dear Sir:

I thought that the December
issue of the Exponent was especially good; as a matter of fact, it
is probably the best that has gone
to press this year. The short article

by the staff (Surveying the Current Scene) comparing the Communist atrocities in Korea with
those of the Spanish revolution
was outstanding. It showed exceptionally clear insight into the nature of this much talked about, but
little understood menace of Communism. I would like to commend
your keen awareness of the prac-

tical implications of international
Communism.

The

Exponent is

making great strides forward in

the field of collegiate journalism.
Speaking of journalism, I have

noticed that the Exponent of late
seems to depart editorially now
and then from academic and_ in-

spirational topics into the realm of
politics. Every student should formulate his own opinion regarding
all of the important topics of the

day. As a gifted writer and informed student, you undoubtedly
have some well defined ideas of

your own, which is as it should be.
However, speaking from a fly-onthe-wall point of view, I cannot
help but wonder if a college magazine bearing the name of the Uni-

versity, and dedicated to promoting the best in Christian culture
should delve into politics. It is

not that you don’t have the right
to express your opinion, but do you

think that it is wise to risk alienating

tual airwick which gives hope to
those deploring the prejudiced,
narrow-minded, and_self-seeking
pseudo - intellectuals who mold

public opinion.

seem very good policy to take a
stand on him in print. If you do

consider it your duty to pass judgment on him, then you are like-

wise bound by simple logic to
comment on all important questions of the day from the Bricker
Amendment to the activities of
the local dogcatcher. You would
then havea political science digest
and the Exponent would no longer
remain true to the high purposes
for which it exists. The students
and alumni would certainly be dis-

appointed to see the Exponent
change these purposes and ideals
which they have come to know.

Assuming that you have a special interest in political and social
questions, I could recommend

shaping government policy would
be most welcome. There are many
other possibilities. These subjects
can be treated best if they avoid
personal opinion and partisan poli-

tics. Naturally prejudice, ridicule,
and harsh criticism have no place
in the discussion of controversial
subjects. We Catholics are often
accused of being narrow-minded

how strongly you feel about a mat-

— it's always dangerous. As editor

ter

you are speaking for the student

will always be many intelligent

body, and in a sense for the University itself regardless of whether

people who don’t agree with you.

of

higher

learning

should not acquire the scent of
Page 14

TYPES
@ Have you ever been to a
party or to a social gathering and
found yourself classifying all the

people you meet? Of course for
general purposes I usually categorize people as to those who like
me and those who don't. I shall

try to give you some meaningful
suggestions (which have never
been found to work).
The “good mixer” — This type
has the ever available smile which

is flashed upon the entering newcomer and is used as a clinch to
each emphatic statement. Most of

the time this person is really likeable, but he may be trying too
hard. If you can’t out-talk him,
Better move on to another group!

Even if no one is offended,

you want to or not. Certainly, an

Most Sincerely yours,

express yourself. Some articles on
the role of college students in

you are still stamping on thin ice

institution

find it?

either in volume or subject matter,
youre not getting much attention.

so let’s prove the fallacy of this

students,

has to offer. This may sound
idealistic, but if we cannot
for the best in a Catholic colpublication, where can we

many ways by which you might

charge. After all there are two
sides to every story. Regardless of

friends,

tion
too
look
lege

Rosert P. Mone.

I am, of course, referring to your
position on Senator McCarthy. Personally I don’t care if you are for
him, or against him, but it doesn’t

and

the

alumni of the University by doing
soP

dead fish and rotten eggs that is
some times associated with politics.
Universities should be the intellec-

the promotion of the very best
principles that Christian educa-

personally,

remember

there

In the long run, the only thing to
be gained by a running editorial
controversy is hostility among the

readers of the Exponent.

The “clinging vine” or “the
braggart.” — This is the person
who has been looking for a friendly shoulder all evening, and here

you are. Just try to shake him.
After hearing the story of how he
won the war single-handed, tell
him you really do have to go over
to find out if Mrs. Jones’ Aunt

Margaret is still in Alaska. He may

offer to go with you, but this is
where you must be firm.
The “flirt”? — No one is beyond
his aggressive, fatal charm. He
seems to see how many pelts he
can add to his belt. This is pie;

just pretend to succumb; then you
will be crossed off the list and can
slip out quietly.

(Turn to Page 22)
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Educator‘ Took
Janette Stetson, Editor
Education students are invited to contribute to the “Nook.”

WHY I WANT TO GO
INTO TEACHING

majority of us need a boost to “go

@ The most pitiful type of person is one who travels through life
with a feeling of futility. The
main reason I chose the teaching
profession was to insure myself of

A friendly relation existing in the
triangle of parents, teacher, and
child will be a_ great help in
achieving the goal. Naturally the
teacher must gain the trust of her

a happy future. To be able to
teach and inspire children is a gift
from God. Teachers are the channels through which everything
good and constructive can pass to

the uneducated. Perhaps this particular profession is one of the few
that offers so much satisfaction.

Every day we will be able to see
at least one major or minor improvement in each child.

Education is not only a noble
profession; it is also the proving
ground for the physical, mental,

and spiritual philosophy an individual carries through life. Since
an education is vital for men to

succeed in life, a great responsibility is in the hands of the instruct-

or. As we do know, early impressions are lasting. This gives elementary teachers the challenge to
exercise their power to teach in
the correct manner. The teacher

of today must have a broad, gen-

on” from time to time.

pupils, and hold it high, so that

their relationship will develop into
a lasting friendship. Whether we
realize it or not, it is a compliment
when students confide in us.
The following reason why the
teaching profession appeals to me
is an indication of my present philosophy. If I become the type of
teacher I have in mind, I will have
no cause ever to be bored. A
genuine interest in people blots
out all traces of boredom in life.
The second, but really unimport-

ant point, is the marvelous chance
we get to travel in the summer
months. The hours are to our ad-

ulty members, teachers associate

with high type members of society.

The salary is much better than formerly.

A broad-minded person makes
an excellent teacher. Such a person tries to look at things in an

objective way. She is always ready

God, I will be able to say I did my

other people’s opinions, for after
all, their viewpoint is important to
them. She learns something from

are all here for the same reason,
to save our souls. I’m sure God

will bless us twofold if we help
others also to reach the eternal

ing teacher will benefit from close
contact with her pupils. This holds
even more for the students themselves. I have always done better
work for the teacher I felt free to

Whenever I talk to a teacher, I
always feel she is on a higher
plane than many others. Teachers
have an air about them that’s hard
to explain. People admire and
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stows the patience and _understanding so sorely needed at
times. True, one might pretend,
but it cannot last for long. Sooner
or later, without love, the teacher

for self-improvement. She respects

goal.

go to for advice, encouragement,

Love supports the teacher and be-

aspect to consider. When I face

the student brings forth quite an

and understanding. Some students
are independent, it’s true; but the

The most important factor in
teaching is love of young people.

choice. It’s something like martriage. Love helps to smooth over
the rough spots and trials that are
bound to arise.

and culture. In the persons of fac-

best to help my fellowmen. We

accomplishment. An understand-

while in life, we must sacrifice our
personal time and put much effort
into the tasks at hand. If the teacher truly lives her vocation, she
will naturally love it. Unselfishness will flow like running water.

becomes bored and sorry of her

The type of teacher I hold as an
ideal is one that inspires men to

a different light on a subject, and

proceed. Like anything else worth-

tunity to obtain more knowledge

Aside from the material advantages, there is the large spiritual

All a teacher needs to do is throw

Before individuals enter the
teaching profession they should be
honest with themselves and know
what is expected of them, and
what they hope to obtain. If it is
a selfish outlook, they should never

vantage. We always have oppor-

eral education in learning and culture in order to cope with all the
different situations that arise.

develop to the best of their ability.

parting knowledge while the rest
of the world absorbs that knowledge.

respect them. Children regard their
intelligence in complete awe. They
are different because they are im-

everyone she has met. Studying
people is an education which cannot be obtained from books. Children today are intelligent. It’s a

pleasure to teach quick, alert, willing students.
It won't always be a bed of
roses. We must also consider the
bad side. If we don't plan our

time wisely, correcting papers can
be hectic. There won’t be all angels

(Turn to Page 21)
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Editorial Comment....

OF CHRISTMASES PAST
® In the December 15th, Army Times, the Old
Sergeant has it just about summed up:

“T,ookin’ forward to Christmas used be be
half the fun of it but nowadays you don’t get a
chance to look foryourself.”
This passitivity of the flesh has extended, of
course, into other walks of life. Too often the more
mechanical aspects of our civilization are dominating our lives. Who today, for instance, would think
of walking three blocks to the corner drugstore when
that mechanical marvel, the automobile, awaits without?

In a similar vein, the old fashioned community
sing has been replaced by an unending procession
of stamped black plastic disks, varying in diameter
from six to twelve inches, and rotating at speeds
from 33% to 78 revolutions per minute, reproducing
orally everything from complete operas to messages
exhorting the masses to buy Belch’s Bubble Gum.
Even the back yard gossips, the backbone of
all social life from the time of the first Pharaoh, have

been struck by this universal passivity. The modern,

mechanical counterpart is, of course, a reproduction
of an odious female wearing a hat obviously designed to attract attention, intoning nasally, “my first exclusive.”
This, in its initial stages, is a frightening indication of what may ultimately develop into a real |
life counterpart of George Orwell's “1984,” complete
with thought police. This physical passivity couples
with a sort of mental counterpart in increasing gullibility.
In a few years then, you can hear an exhor-

tation to run down to the corner drugstore and buy
Snookies. Stepping outside in the dark and the cold,
you can watch the hoi polloi galumph past toward
the drugstore, cheerfully calling out to each other

and asking how to spell Snookies.
Ultimately then, we will be invaded by Timbuktu,

the unspoiled natives overrunning the land, spears in
land, while our radar-controlled, proximity-fused,
supta-electronic weapons stand helplessly by with a

ties, tell the gullible citizenry that their real enemies
are those monsters in the olive drab, and that the

only way to save the State is to deliver ‘em up,
preferably dead, to sixteen hundred Pennsylvania
Avenue, the new Timbuktuian consulate.
Of course, the best
would be to start right
nation into a series of
are as numerous as the
Societies.

way to fight such a situation
now and organize the whole
Ping Pong clubs, until they
old German pre-war Soaring

Ping-Pong involves enough exercise for the young
without being too strenuous for the old, excluding
Aunt Minnie, aged ninety-six and barely two weeks
out of the wheelchair, and even she might be good
for a set or two. The rules require a minimum comprehension level, at the same time intriguing to those
types that like to memorize things. It is good, healthy
exercise that even Senator McCarthy couldn't find
any Communistic taints in.
Of course, Ping Pong is only a stopgap measure.
An extended program of muscle and brain stimulation would lead into more complex endeavors such
as Pinochle. But Ping Pong would serve to rescue
a nation that now gets its physical exercise by watching Roller Derbies.

THE POPE’S CHRISTMAS MESSAGE
@ For the past fifteen years the Holy Father
gave a Christmas message to the world. We have
become accustomed to consult these messages for
advice on questions of the day. This year the Pope

made a strong plea for a united Europe through a
union of the various nations, a union which is an

indispensable cornerstone for the peace of the world.
“This can and should be done in Europe by
forming the continental union of its peoples,” says
the message. “A strong encouragement to such a
union is the manifest failure of the contrary policy,
and the fact that the ordinary people in these countries expect it and consider it necessary and possible.

The time, then, seems mature for the idea to become
a reality.”

blown fuse. The Timbuktuian propaganda teams will

The Holy Father wants to know why we con-

promptly seize the commerical broadcasting facili-

tinue to hesitate because the end is clear and the
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needs of the nations are obvious to all. There is a
risk, of course, but a necessary one, one in keeping

with the present possibilities, a reasonable risk. “The
supreme incitement to action is the gravity of the
moment through which Europe is struggling; there
is no security for her without risk.”
These words are strong and clear. We wonder

what kind of a reception the message will have in
the various European capitals. The Pope insists that
a desire for such a union is in the hearts of the
peoples of Europe, even if it has not struck a deep
note in the minds of the political leaders.
A great part of the message is his repeated
stress on the idea that true peace is a thing of the

spirit. Our hopes for the future must not be based
on materialism, and technological progress. “No ma-

terialism was ever an apt means to establish peace.
For peace is above all an attitude of the mind.” The

Holy Father's warning that technological progress is
not the way to true peace is not to be understood as
a condemnation of technological progress in itself,
because “the Church loves and favors human progress. He is condemning the technological spirit
which is a grave spiritual danger, “for it seems to
give modern man, prostrate at its altar, a sense of

self-sufficiency, and satisfaction of his boundless
thirst for knowledge and power.”

Once more the Pope has spoken. His plea is
for the peace of the world. In the coming year let
us be on the alert for what we can do to bring about
that peace.

FATHER CHAMINADE
@ January 22 is the anniversary of the death of
Father Chaminade in Bordeau, France, in 1850. We
are recalling his anniversary with the picture on the
cover of this issue of the Exponent, a picture taken
from the statue in the niche on the chapel facade.

Father Chaminade founded two religious orders,

the Society of Mary, the order that conducts the
University of Dayton, and the Institute of the
Daughters of Mary.

Both of these orders began

about the same time, 1816 to 1817, in the city of
Bordeau.
The legacy that the founder left to his two
religious families is filial piety, or the imitation. of

Jesus in His love for his Blessed Mother. In other

The cause of Father Chaminade is before the
Roman court. Pray with the members of his religious
orders that he may soon be raised to the honors of
the altar.

OUR POOR COLLEGE GRADUATES
@ With the announcement of economists that
we face a “mild recession” in the present year comes
some food for thought for students due to graduate
this year. Put very succintly, seniors have a choice
of graduating into a “recessed” economy or staying

in, by going to graduate school.
There is no gainsaying the value of graduate
school in certain fields, but assuming all other con-

ditions being equal, that entrance into a graduate
school would be for the purpose of delaying entrance
into a doubtful economy, and its value would be
rather limited.
In the first place there is no guarantee, implicit

or expressed, by the aforementioned economists that
the recession will not become a permanent fixture.
On the contrary, if the years immediately following
the end of the Second World War are any indication,
a certain amount of unemployment is “normal,” predictable, and a calculated part of the economic picture.

If the recession does last more than one year,

then, the person who attends graduate school finds
himself in the same situation as he would have been
before, lacking the year or two of experience that his
non-graduate contemporaries have, and in general
sadder but wiser.

But if the senior does not go to graduate school,
but instead enters the cold, cruel, non-scholastic

world the lack of graduate work may very possibly
hinder his chances of promotion or of specialization

in one narrow field, which today is almost tantamount to remuneration in large doses.

And if the recession continues, the non-graduate
senior, lonely and non-specialist that he is, will almost
certainly find himself in the lower echelons
—those

which are subject to the greatest reduction —in the
event of a cutback. Then he will probably wish that
he had gone to graduate school.
The graduating senior then, unless he is in a
minimum education field, such as engineering, where

the demand far exceeds the supply and any graduate
in the field would be rather wooly-headed to go into

words the religious of both societies take as their

graduate work, must decide whether he would be

model in honoring their patroness the Master Him-

better off in a graduate school or out in the world.

self.
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—Jacx Rice.
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Eprrep sy ANNE FLYNN

COEDS WE COULDN'T DO WITHOUT
THE FLAWLESS ONE
Never a hair out of place, or lipstick smeared.
Seams always vertically straight and nails perfectly manicured. Her dates are handsome; her
friends are carefully chosen. Her locker is immaculate; her assignments get done speedily and
tidily with minimum effort, and she would never
think of being late. We wish her slip would
show just once. By the way, she always manages to sit at mid-court at the basketball games.
THE MARTYR
She’s sure that nothing would get done without
her. Nary a poster would be painted, nor a
party put over successfully if it weren't for her
talented efforts; but, strangely enough, it is the
little martyr who is usually making out with Joe
College in the corner when the work is in
progress. Seems she is always complaining about
not enough time to study, but she delights in
doing the fellow’s typing and then gripes for
weeks.
THE SOCIALITE (Party Girl)
She came to college for laughs and fun, and because it was the thing to do. Besides, U. D.’s
percentage of eligibles seemed alluringly high.

She reports each morning (late)

about last

night’s parties. “My dears, everybody — but
everybody — was there, but you weren't.”

without, and seems to possess a combination of all
the desirable qualities and few of the undesirable
ones that the above types carry to excess.
—Ann Lyons

Pat JACOBSON.

LIFE AT SAINT E.’S
@ Have you ever wondered when talking to a
student from St. Elizabeth’s what really goes on at
the nurses home? Just listen, and we'll try to enlighten you.
Could we ever forget the day after Thanksgiving vacation when we all slept through the alarm?
In five minutes we were due to embark on our drive

to U.D. It was Joanie McKieman who first awoke
to realize she had sucha short time to get her ten
sleepy class-mates out of bed. The dorm that morning was quite a sight.
Since Pat Swetz has come into training, she has
acquired a new name — “Jellybean.” How did she
get it? If you want to know, ask her about her suitcase of jellybeans!
We were the proudest class at St. E’s when
Maureen Fahey was nominated as Freshman candidate for the Homecoming.

Of all our escapades with the housemother, the

hatchet and constantly brings up past “sins.” She

one that tops them all happened one night several
weeks ago. Since it was only three in the morning
—
why be a square and go to bed? —we decided to
have a P. J. party in the Allen-McKiernan suite. We
were in the midst of discussing the Einstein Theory
when there were two faint knocks at the door. We
knew at once that it was the housemother! It was
Joanie Reese and Sue Schnur who dived headlong
under the bed only to find Theresa Kiebel already

possesses an almost omniscient mind, having a
total recall of what was said by whom! ! !

standing!

THE WALKING GRAPEVINE
She’s fully wired for sound through cosmic vibrations or something, and she knows the latest dirt
— who are the most recent twosomes, and who's
ot a date to see the number one band in the

land, Ray Anthony, on February 26 — (Junior
Prom—plug!)

She’s never willing to bury the

resting there. Those housemothers are really under-

Gee, this sounds as though weve in a pretty

The undiscovered talent of Jan Cook and Peg

bad mood, doesn’t it? Actually, these coeds are few
and far between, especially on the U.D. campus.

Powers was shown in full, when out of a clear sky,
they gave a melodrama which included committing

The typical coed here is one that we could not do

suicide by jumping off a table in the lounge. We
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made them do it three times before they finally
begged off. Life isn’t that bad, is it girls?
The first casualty of our class
ber when Babs Heister fell from
her little toe. We watched her
moaning for about a half hour,
finally broke down and took her
Ward.

came in late Octoa chair and broke
lie there in pain
when Ellen Dall
to the Emergency

This concludes the memories of only the beginning of our new and exciting life at the Hospital.
Tue C.iass oF 1957
St. Exrzasetu’s Hosprrau

be very simple. The only things required are comfortable chairs or lounges, a dimmed room, so that
the light won't bother the napper’s eyes, and complete
quiet. Then at the designated time, everyone should
stop what he is doing and takeasiesta.
Just think of the repercussions such an innova-

tion would have upon the world in general. Once the
plan got started, it would spread like wildfire, and

we wouldn't need the U.N. any longer, because all
the people in the world would be rested and happy.
There would be no more fighting or quarreling, no
frayed tempers; just peace, and quiet, and siestas.
—CaroL SHEETZ.

SIESTAS
@ How many times I have eaten my lunch and
then gone drowsily to class or work, I couldn't say.
Why the number is so infinite, it is beyond the comprehension of mortals like us. Did it ever occur to
you that there are millions, billions, even trillions of
fellow-sufferers? Man can only do so much, and he

should not be expected to study or work at the time
of day when his whole physical, mental, and emotional being is crying out for the simplest of human
needs, a siesta.
This type of wholesome entertainment, that
everyone — regardless of age or rank—can enjoy,
has been completely outmoded. But, why? I'll tell

you why! Because our modern-day world travels at
a pace that would exhaust even an ancient Greek
Marathon runner. We are too busy to take the time
to take a siesta.
If I lived in old Mexico, I would be deliriously

happy, because down there people are sensible. They
close up shop and rest their weary bones, promptly
at noon. Ill admit that their siesta would beatrifle
long, if it were transplanted to the States, but in my
wildest moments, I think it would work out fine.
I have devised a perfect plan—similar to the
Marshall plan. Instead of sending aid to European

countries, my plan takes care of the sleep-starved
Americans. The plan is divided into two parts. First,
establish a national siesta time, preferably from

twelve to two, but if the national economy won't
withstand such a long break, I'll be glad to settle
for one-thirty. Second, enforce it. If this second part
of the plan isn’t carried out, the whole works will
go up in smoke, because some numbskulled, hardheaded employer will be sure to insist that his employees, of all things, work!

FASHION-WISE IN ‘54?
1953 is gone
And with it many things,
But we are looking forward
To the things a New Year brings.
The hems went up in ‘53,
The Italian cut was all the go.

But there'll be new things now, you'll see,
To help us women steal the show.

Jacques Fath and Paris won't let us down.
They'll create new things to wear “on the town.”
Styles to them are never a bore.

Just wait and see — in ‘54.
Well, as the feeble attempt at poetry suggests,
1953 is going to have nothing on ’54 as far as fashion

goes, if we have anything to do with it. We've been
thinking for quite a while that “Coeds’ Corner” should

devote a small portion of the page to notes or hints
on this very topic, Fashion. There’s no time like the
present to begin, so here’s a suggestion or two for

this month entitled: “Prediction of things to come.”
The empire waist is back and this year we'll see
even empire jumpers

and empire sun-dresses.

Knitted swimsuits will be THE thing and, believe it or not, there will even be grey flannel suits
at the top of the fashion list.
Coats for ‘54 will be following the same silhouette used in 53 — namely the narrow line with

a wide top. New this year are brief and flared
toppers in leather or suede for spring.
Youll be seeing blouse-mates, too — matching
sleeveless blouses and orlon sweaters for spring.

Now I think the best way to carry out this plan

The popular colors will be khaki and beige, with
coral and pink accents. More leather fashions, the

is to have special rooms in offices, schools, factories,

stress on suede, and black prints are on the way

and department stores, called nap rooms. These can

up for 1954.

January, 1954

—ANNE FLynn.
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THE BIG STEP

CURRENT SCENE

MARIANIST AWARD

(Continued from Page 5)

(Continued from Page 2)

(Continued from Page 3)

no feeling of the wind whipping
my hair or trouser legs — just nothing. Perhaps this was due to the
fact that I was so engrossed in

ordered the

arrest

of

Cardinal

Stepinac, the “trial” of Cardinal

counting and pulling the rip cord

Mindscenty and the banishment of
Archbishop Beran. To the Catholics of the world this orthodox

that nothing else could
through this concentration.

because he is dangerous.

creak

prelate is a man to be watched

At the proper moment I pulled
the rip cord with every ounce of
energy I could muster. With ajolt
that was nothing like I had ever
experienced, my_ chute opened.
With the same jolt, the wheels of
consciousness

were set again in

motion. Every joy I had ever
known was minute by comparison.
I was so deliriously happy that I
tried to yell at the top of my voice

but only a squeak came out.
As I floated downward, the
quietness of the descent began to
soothe my nerves. The soft tinkling of the metal ring on the little
pilot chute, rolling lazily on top

of the main canopy, was the only
sound. I could see for miles. The
blue mist joining the darker colored earth was a sight I shall never
forget.
Using my legs as sights, I could
see that I was drifting a bit off
my landing spot. Half-heartedly I
managed to slip the chute a bit to
counteract the drift. And as I
came closer to the ground I could
see that I was going to land in a
small clump of woods about a

fourth of a mile from my selected
spot. A dead tree seemed to be
pointing its arthritic fingers at me.
With a last slip of the cords, I

dropped between it and a nice
green tree.

My chute fouled in

the upper branches just enough to
work as a giant spring. My feet
barely touched the ground when I

was pulled back into the air to

hang dangling about five feet from
the ground.

*

*

*

Why have we so much teenage
delinquency today? Home: There

is a lack of religious atmosphere in
many homes of the land. God, re-

ligion and prayer are words that
are seldom, if ever, heard. Parents
feed and clothe the bodies of their
children but take little interest in
the spiritual life of the family.
School: The school system in
this land graduates spiritual morons. Without God in education
there is no training of the will,
there is no teaching of what is
right and wrong. Teenagers get
the idea that morality depends on
customs, that goodness and _badness are as mutable as fads in
their schools, that whatever the
masses do is right.
Press: Newspapers today are
selling crime to teenagers by lurid

pictures and stories of vice and
crime.

When the teenagers buy

the articles that the newspapers
advertise, then the papers condemn the youngsters for it. What
logic!
Filthy literature: This business
of filthy literature is doing more
harm to young people than the
narcotic business. Narcotics have a

terrible physical consequence, but
when purity is gone after reading
' this filthy literature the teenager's

personality is weakened and he becomes a victim of other forms of
vice. I wonder if the average per-

son has any suspicion of what can
be bought in the corner drug store.

the inspiration or actual effort of
its eminent director: the international library and museum with its
many services; the research and

publications of scholarly works on
Mary; the construction of a beautiful Marian chapel which his
Bishop, His Excellency Albertus
Martin, has made a diocesan sanctuary of pilgrimage and has called
it a veritable cenacle of Marian
doctrine and beauty.
The Immaculate Mother has
been gracious to her great client
through the many honors and distinctions that have been conferred

upon him. He is a member of the

Canadian Society of Writers; of

the Gallery of Living Catholic Au-

thors of the United States; of the
Canadian Society of Marian Stu-

dies; a charter member of the very
restricted French-Canadian Academy; of the International Marian
Academy of Rome. He is a Papal
Knight of the Order of St. Gregory the Great and he has been

honored twice by personal letters
from the Holy Father Himself. He
has also been chosen from Rome
as a delegate to the pious international movement for promoting
the Queenship of Mary, which

honor, along with the many others,
has made him an ardent lecturer,
so much in demand in this Marian
Year, that we are privileged be-

yond measure to have him present

with us today in the company of
his charming wife, who, together
with the two lovely daughters, has
been a constant inspiration to this
eminent Catholic layman in his
lifelong devotion to the international crusade of the Marian apostolate.
For these reasons, Very Rever-

end Father Provincial, in your ca-

pacity as Chairman of the Board
of Trustees of the University of

Well, there it was. I had done
the thing I said I would do. As I

Immaculate

looked from the tangled chute, to

that the Marianist Award be con-

the blue sky, to the ground. I felt

ferred upon M. Roger Brien for

very humble and very
cant.

the Mother of God.
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insignifi-

Dayton, which is dedicated to the
Conception,

we

ask

outstanding service in America for

The Exponent

FOR KEEPS
(Continued from Page 5)
much left of Jerry below the waist.
Jerry stopped screaming for a minute and managed to talk to Sam-

my between clenched teeth.
“Your box is with my gear.”
Somewhere off to the left a

rifle spouted orange flame.
“But the box was yours. I gave
it to you for keeps.”
“You'd better look at it,” Jerry
said, shuddered, and was still.

Sammy took his rifle and stuck
it in the ground and put Jerry's
helmet on it, so that if any aid men
ever did get out this far they
would not miss him.

The rifle fire was getting hotter
now and up ahead an automatic
weapon opened up.
Sammy wondered what was in
the box that made it seem so important to Jerry.

When the patrol came straggling
wearily back into the area, minus
two of its people and with five

who’s boss. Patience is a virtue, so

tor, we'll feel a new life surging

No other diver was able to go
down that day. It was unfortunate,
but adverse weather conditions
would have made a diver attempt-

through our veins. We'll be ready

ing to go down guilty of suicide.

to face the next little “Caesar.”

On the following day after a storm
that forced the ships to return to
port, the weather cleared. When
the salvage ship again reached
the sight of the disaster, Joe was
given the first diving assignment
because of his experience of the

we ought to keep an ample supply
in reserve. Should we be the vic-

Yes, there are good and bad
sides to the teaching profession,

but every profession offers the
same controversy. I feel the teaching profession offers one of the
highest goals of attainment on
earth.
—MARILYN SCOTHORN.

A NEW PERSON

previous day.
Once more on the deck of the
sub, Joe pounded with his hammer. But this time he received
no answer.

(Continued from Page 11)
Is a foreign language a mere
task in the college-preparatory
course? Hardly. The value of another tongue is not to be taken
lightly. It can be of invaluable
aid in one’s studies. It can open

many an otherwise closed heart.
With it we have the means toward
a great improvement of brotherly
love in the world; for with every
new language, one becomes a new
person.

NEVER AGAIN
(Continued from Page 7)
away and grab that pole!” shouted

Ned. “Put your thumb on the reel

and pull so you can set the hook.
Give it line!

Let it go! Give it

line; Whatever you do keep your
line taut. Reel in — not too much
— just keep that line tight. Let it
run! Give it line. Reel in. Give

prisoners, Sammy was almost too

it line. Reel in! Why don't you

tired to care.

do what I tell you? Don’t let your
line go slack, or you'll lose it.

He dug in Jerry’s gear until he
came up with the box. It had
been wrapped and tied again.
Sammy could tell that from the

DISASTER UNDER SEA
(Continued from Page 10)

dirt markings on the heavy, brown

what the Commander meant.
There could be no more diving until after the weather cleared. In

“You've lost it,” shrieked Ned in
utter exasperation. “No you havent! Give it some more line. Let
it go! Let it run! Play with it
until it’s tired. Give it line. Reel
in! Give it line. Start reeling in

fact, Joe had become so concerned

slowly. Slowly now! Play it safe.

over his work that he did not realize how bad the weather conditions really were. When he stood
up to make his way back to the
descending line the current caught
him and jerked him off his feet.

Slowly — I said slowly. Ill get the
net. Stay with it.” Don’t let your
line go slack. Bring it in now.

paper. For the first time, he looked
at it a moment and then he tore
off the wrapping. In the box was
a necklace and a jewelers’ ring case
and a letter. He tore open the
letter and started to read:
“Dear Sammy,”
We have been friends for
a long time... .”

EDUCATORS’ NOOK
(Continued from Page 15)
in front of us; there will also be

problem children. They will enter
the peaceful adobe of the classroom and present to us a challenge,

one

that

January, 1954

will

determine

Joe’s face dropped.

He knew

It was only with difficulty that
he was able to maintain his balance. Joe was also beginning to
feel the iciness of the weather. As
he began to walk he could feel the
numbness in his body caused by
coldness. Back at the descending
line he gave four yanks on his line

and felt himself being lifted off the
ground. About an hour later he
reached surface.

That’s it!”

“It’s a fish!”

“Well, what in the hell did you

think it was going to be?” asked
Ned disgustedly as he struggled
with the three pound bass.
The next day it rained.
As Ned was driving home, his
thoughts were of the perfidy of

women: Jane and Mother Nature.
His future plans would exclude
women. Never again!
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TYPES
(Continued from Page 14)
“The inebriate.” — This type
might also be called “the life of

March 26, Dr. George J. McMorrow, of the faculty of Nazareth College, Nazareth, Michigan.

Muggs McGraw and Lyn Leary
at the Touchdown Club. Among
the notables present were Bill Bar-

low, Maureen Kelly, Barb Weber,

the party”; in fact, this is how he

of the Department of English, Jo-

Bob Lowden, Vinnie Datz and
Shirley, Corda Sacksteder, Jack

sees himself. Enjoy his antics and

sephinum
Ohio.

Muldowney, Loisann Volz, Ed
Hoebich, Bill Caho, Lynn Hart-

tell yourself: Thank goodness I am
a model guest. Then aim him in
someone else’s direction while he
still has the lamp-shade on his
head.

April 23, Rev. Leonard J. Fick,
Seminary,

Columbus,

U. D. students may purchase a
season ticket at the information
desk for $1.50.

“The intellectual.” — He is usu-

ally in a discussion about some-

oe ae
eed.

Jelec, and Maryellen

Congratulations to Bill Thesing
who was chairman of the Sophomore Class party which was held
at the Carousel Room, and to

HILLTOP CHATTER

Carol Bulcher who is the newly

the like. He continually spices his
conversation with a “Freud says

(Continued from Page 23)

Jeanne Graul, Sharon Diamond,

—,” or “H. G. Wells’ opinion is

grads seen around town during the

thing timely like “the effect of

Beowulf on European culture,” or

—.” He is unable just to enjoy life,

but rather he must analyze everything with accompanying verbosity. I have never had too much

trouble with this one; merely act
dumb or bring in an “I think,” and

you will be branded as one of the
poor uninformed, to be talked
down to.

There! I’ve done the best I can
to warn you. However, if you

must still go to a party, you can
always keep in the line going to

elected Miss Sophomore of 1954.

There were quite a few U.D.
Christmas season. A few of these

were Joe Callahan with Shirley
Stemley, Tom Carroll with Nancy
York, Jimmy Currin with Judy
Lang, Jimmy Raiff,

Chuck

Noll

with Mary Jane Hautman, and

Tony Kramer with Liz. Some of
the other twosomes seen during
the Christmas season were Jim
Braun and Connie Youngman, Paul

Spakowski and his wife, Beverly,
Frank Tuite and Carol Stoecklein,

and Jim Stafford and Carmen Ven-

the refreshment table until you

tura.

are stuffed. Then bid your host
“Goodnight.”

party should go down in the his-

—ManriANn E. BARRET.
e

e

.

THE CRITICS’ FORUM
The Critics’ Forum was organ-

ized some ten years ago by Monsignor Cartright in Washington,

D.C. Its purpose is to bring to
people the best in current Catholic thought. The National Federation of Catholic Alumnae of

Bob Lowden’s New Year’s Eve
tory of all time successes! The
late-great Tom Osterman appear-

ed (Shazam!)

in his mourning

coat with date Carol Reynolds. It
couldn’t have been that sad! Some

of

the

other

noteworthy New

Year's Eve parties were those of
Ace Horstman, Jeanne Graul, Ernie Eifert, and Connie Masten.
Bob Montgomery, Gene Joseph,

Tom Dwyer, Charley Kronke and

George Ann Schwartz were also
candidates for honors. Amon

those present were Wally Thomp-

son, Tod Egan, Bob Rose, John

Bellert, Flo Luby, Jim Hay, Kathy
Girard,

Nancy

Wyrick,

Bill

Schencking and Jerry McAvoy.
“Our boy” Paul Litkowski is or-

ganizing an industrial engineers

club. All interested slide rule jockeys may find him in any Student
Council meeting. Incidentally, the
Student Council meetings are open
to the student body and the Student Council appreciates a visible
interest on the part of the students.
A new men’s social fraterni
has been organized. Watch for
further developments. . . . Cheerio
gang!
&

e

a

KAMPUS KUT-UPS
(Continued from Page 24)
Bowman have decided to rest this
year and give up all their sports.

Peggy Baldwin is finally going on

a diet this year and lose eighty

Donald Duck were seen one Sun-

pounds at least. Steve Driscoll has

Dayton branch of the Critics’ Forum. Annually there are three
book reviews given at the Engi-

milk. This is certainly a switch!

year. Ann Lyons is going to start

give you the three speakers for
this year. The books have not been
chosen as yet.

It seems that we never see Bill
Schimanski around the campus on
week ends. Word has it that he

Dayton are the sponsors of the

neers Club in Dayton. We can

February 26, Rev. James J. McLarney, O.P., rector of the Dominican Priory of St. Rose, Somerset,

Ohio.
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day afternoon carrying a quart of
Wonder what these music lovers

were up to!

is keeping the Cincinnati women

happy. How about it, Bill?
The Cleveland Club threw a

party under the chairmanship of

resolved no more beer for the
giving a lot more time to school.
Joe Haley’s only resolution is a
wish for kennels for bull-dogs. We
hear Charlie Kronke has resolved

to show the army just what it is
missing,

such as,

tennis,

swim-

ming, golfing and ending the day
with a cool, cool drink. All kidding aside, we do want “1954” to

be the best for all of you.
The Exponent

Hilton Chatter
By Katie Maroglou and Joe Oths

e@ Another year has bitten the
dust and the new one is really
moving along in rapid fashion. In

fact, finals are almost upon us. (At

this point we pause to mourn those
who will have left the ranks of

students by the next writing.) Before looking ahead to the coming
year at U.D., we must recap the
events of 1953.

The basketball Flyers knocked
off Duquesne for the second time
in the season. The Juniors put over
a terrific prom with the assistance
of Buddy Morrow. Mid-semester
recess found many of the students
making bee-lines for the sunny
clime of Florida. While they were
relaxing the administration was

busy computing the grades. . ..
Surely no one will forget the

seventy-one to sixty-five triumph
over mighty Seton Hall. The excitement of the game mounted to
such a degree that it reverberated
as far as Kramers and into the wee
hours. Gaze back also to the suc-

cessful social campaign.

ercises and the start of summer
vacation.

September brought new faces to

the campus. . . the Freshman Welcome. October brought Homecoming ceremonies including a

fabulous parade. The parties, class
dances, the Military Ball, Christmas and New Year's sort of bring
us up to date.
The Exponent extends congrat-

ulations to Pat Byrme and Jackie
Tangeman, Tony Bardo and Rita
Kinsella, Dave Hoene and M

DeVol, Jim Dever and Barb Dunn,
Ron DePasquale and Carol Fritz
on their recent engagements. Wedding bells rang over the holiday

season for Pat Hickey and Roy
Horvath, and Betty Umina and
Jim Naughton.
also in order to
wife who are
bouncing baby

Congratulations are
Lou Silveri and his
the parents of a
boy!

FLASH: Hangar ends year with

bang; starts anew in ‘54! A cock-

There

tail party was held for the mem-

were picnics galore! The Blue
Grass Club had a few picnics at

bers of Flyers’ Hangar preceding

Hills and Dales. The rainy class

of which proved to be “gooders.”
Seen sipping sloe seven ups (?)

picnic at Triangle Park had a feature attraction of an original dance

enacted by a few of the more ambitious scholars. The touch of real-

ism was supplied by the bongo
drums devised from inverted potato-chip cans.
Recall the lazy afternoons
watching the baseball team, the
intramural softball league, the tennis courts . . . the Turnabout Tag
reigned by “King” Pat Maloney...
the Freshman basketball team
earning a trip to Denver by winning the state AAU title . . . the
Senior Prom, commencement exJanuary, 1954

a party open to the school, both

Due to the fact that various organizations have taken over this
function, Flyers Hangar andSpirit
Committe have merged into a new

Flyers Hangar with Jim Synk as

president. The other officers are
Jim Thompson, vice-president; Bill
Eickenberger, treasurer; Maureen
Fahey, secretary. John Prosser is
the new head of social activities of
the organization, and Larry Pinto

is the new head for spirit activi-

ties. We wish this new undertaking loads of luck and_ success
throughout the new year.
The Military Ball which was
held in mid-December proved to
be a huge success. A few of the
couples seen tripping the light fantastic were Shirley Gehring and
Chuck McDaniels, Jackie Martin

and Judy Sachs, Mary Lee Sherman and Don Oldiges, Larry Sorohan and “Shrewdy,” Jim Donnelly and wife, Chris Frey and Ray,
Bob Tangeman and Phyllis,

Maryellen Weed and Don.

and

The Junior Class has asked us
to apologize to the persons who
attended the recent class party at
the Hilltop for certain unforeseen

antics which were displayed by

Karen Munn, Pat Jacobson, Arm-

certain immature individuals. It
should be impressed upon the individuals responsible for these

and Martino, Sally Payne, Powder
Blue and Sally Brown. Living it

funny, nor reflective of adult be-

were Joyce Blesi, Kay Neumann,
Paul “Bunyucan,” Ned Perotti,

up at the party were Shirley Bockrath, Jim Lorenz, Walt Gehring,
Ronnie Seipel, Lois Renner, Joan
Leff, Bob Rose, “Peter Piltdown,”
Anne Flynn, and Don Grieve.
Flyers Hangar has undergone
several major changes as of Jan-

uary, 1954. The original purpose
of Hangar was to provide more
social life for the students of U. D.

“antics” that they were neither

havior. This is a university, not
a kindergarten.

The

holiday

season

brought

loads of cheer and fun to the students of U.D. The Knicks chartered a private coach on the New
York Central RR for an excursion

home for the holidays. It was really a “blast!”

(Turn to Page 22)
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MANPUS AUT- URS
@ Santa Claus really came with

the other. Bob Finke had a party

a sparkle in his eye this year. Con-

to top them all. The house was
bulging at the seams, it was so
crowded. We saw Sara King, Bob
Wagner and Bob Finke having a
serious conversation as we came
in the door. Seems like Bob was

gratulations on your engagements:
Bill Poeppleman and Marilyn Simon, Mary DeVol and Dave

Hoene, Jackie Tangeman and Pat
Byrne, Ron DePasquale and Carol

Fritz, Rita Kinsella and Tony Bar-

trying to explain to Sara his name

dow, Jody Flaute and Ed Veda,

was spelled FINKE not PINKE.

Barbara Clendenon and that certain party she is always telling us
about.
If you are wondering who the
Santa Claus was at Third and
Main, it was Jim Martin, and one
of his brownie’s, Bill Hoff, was at
Rike’s.
Mary Lou Becker had a real
ball in New York over the holidays

visiting Vivian Heidenreich (a native New Yorker). If you were
watching

your

television

New

Years Eve you might have been
able to see her. She said she was
there amid all those tall people in
Times Square. Little people just
don’t have a chance, do they Mary
Lou?
Parties, Parties, Parties — Kampus Kut-Ups goes to a party.

Everyone had to come back to
school to get some rest. Jack
Boesch had a real blast over the
holidays. Just one of those small

“open house” parties. Everybody
looked like they were really living it up. Great party, Jack.
We could hear Dan Nagel, Tom
Mahlmeister, Sara Pfarrer, Jerry
Murray, Dick Daum, Jerry Leibold, and some of the nurses from
St. Elizabeth’s singing two blocks
away at Bill Sanders’ party. It
sounded pretty good, especially

Pete Strubczewski; what a voice! ! !
Hap--py New Year!! Whom
didn’t we see on New Year's Eve! !

“Patty” Maloney threw another
“ringer” with some of the old-time

Kampus Kut-Upers. Joe Callahan

and Shirley Stemley, Jim Currin
and Judy Lang, Tom Carroll and
Nancy York, Chuck Noll and Mary

Jane; of course Jim Raiff and
Shiela Dougherty were there to
help in the noise making. It was
sure good to see all their faces
again.

We had to go all the way to
Miamisburg to get to Lowden’s

but it was well worth the trip,
wasn't it? Some old faces could
be seen here, too. Tom Osterman
and Bob Schroeder came down to
“shoot *em up,” for New Year's.
Bill Barlow and Lin Sacks, Vinnie
Datz and Shirley Rosenkranz, Karen Munn and Jim Thompson, also
glad they came.
Some of the elite went to Lakeside — Elaine Moorman and John
Bellert, Bill Huff and Nancy, Dick
Yox and Paula Stelzer, Jim O’Reilly and Marlene, Tony Krystofik

and Mary Lou —All I heard was
“Let’s have another — New Year’s
Eve! !”

Who could ever forget Jeannie
Graul’s party? Everybody was so
anxious for twelve to arrive they
started to make noises three minutes before. Finally when “1954”

did roll in they were all worn-out.
Who was responsible for this?
?
Larry Sorohan and Kathy Jardine,

There were so many parties, we

Dick Finan and Joannie Neumann,

couldn’t make them all, but it is

Marlene Fischer and Chick Wal-

said one couldn’t be better than

ters, Jean and Steve Stewart.
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If you want to meet the perfect
host, it’s Bill Potter. He certainly
saw that everyone had enough of
everything. Some of the merrymakers were Mary Minic and Ron-

nie Ryan, Diane

Tillmann

and

Kenny Frye, Tom McGrath and
Pauline Mitchell, Barb Smith and
Bill.

Attention! We are trying to help
a certain body (Patty Russell);
she is in need of a book. If any
one has
nate to
cause).
greatly

any extra copies please dothe case (oops, we mean
Any contribution will be
appreciated.

Recently, during an Air Raid
Drill, a certain gentleman was seen
with white helmet and all directing traffic. He was located in the
middle of the street telling the cars
to pull over to the curb and the
people to get in the house. Need
we say, this gentleman was none
other than Stephen Knaul Stewart, Jr.

Bill Strady’s stag party was a
real panic. With Tony Krystofik,
Chauncey Bruns, Jim O'Reilly and
Al Scarpelli, it couldn’t have been
a flop.
We hear there are going to be
strange changes in “54.” Sall
Payne is going to put bricks on her
head to stop growing. Betty Marabito is going to stop studying so
much and spend a few moments
at the student union. Dick Daum
has decided to go to all the parties next year since he missed so

many this year. Willie Thomas has
given his word that he will not
give logic problems at the parties as he caused a few, many

nights of lost sleep during the past.
Sixty cracked ping-pong balls will
be “Tim” Boggan’s goal this year.
“To smile or not to smile” is the

question resolution for Jim LeVille. Becky Strominger and Nodie

(Turn to Page 22)
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Opening of the MARIAN YEAR at the University Chapel on December 18, 1953

REPORT FROM ROME
The Marian Year was officially inaugurated in Rome by
Pope Pius XII on December 8, 1952. As a year dedicated
to Mary it is of special significance to the Society of Mary

and to all who come under the guidance of the Priests and
Brothers who have dedicated their lives to her service.
Throughout Rome midnight Masses were celebrated.
Church bells everywhere proclaimed to the inhabitants of
this city that an important day was just beginning.

In

every corner of the city people flocked to the churches
and just a few hours later there began the series

of

Masses common to every holyday.
The center around which the opening ceremonies of the

Marian Year revolved was the Basilica of St. Mary Major.
This is but one—the largest—of more than eighty
churches in Rome dedicated to the Virgin. The Basilica

Spagna to place a wreath at the bronze statue of the

Virgin.

Here, too, thousands of Rome’s school children

had brought flowers. It was a brief ceremony but one that
was witnessed by many thousands of persons. From this
Piazza to the Basilica the streets were solidly lined with
the Roman populace.
Before

thousands

of children

gathered

in

St.

Mary

Major the Pope recited a special prayer for the Marian

Year. Then he appeared on a balcony to the crowd outside
the church. Again as he made his way back to Vatican
City the streets were lined with people. Unfortunately the

Pontiff was riding in a closed automobile making it rather

difficult to get a good glimpse of him as he passed. Yet the
people of Rome who had turned out for the occasion
seemed completely satisfied. Many of them had taken

dates from the fifth century and has an interesting history
regarding its location. According to legend the Virgin
appeared in a dream to Pope Liberius and to the patrician
John commanding them to construct a church on the spot

choice locations at least two hours before the procession.
All along the route there were expressions of the feeling
of the people on this occasion. Some groups sang sacred
songs dedicated to the Virgin. Then as the procession

where snow would fall in Rome the following day. In the

appeared there was much shouting of “hats off.”

Middle Ages this legend was recorded in mosiacs.
On April 3, 1899, Eugenio Pacelli, a newly ordained
priest, said his first mass in the Basilica. On December 8,
1953 this same priest returned once again to the Basilica,

as the Papal car passed there were the Italian equivalents
of -“Ohs” and “Ahs?”’

this time as Pope Pius XII. It almost appeared that Rome
turned out en masse to welcome the pontiff as he took part

in the opening day ceremonies. On his way to the Basilica
from the Vatican City the Pope stopped at the Piazza di

Finally

The final event of the opening day was the setting off of
fireworks in the square in front of St. Mary Major.
Thus was the Marian Year inaugurated in Rome.

—W. J. STEINER,
U.D. Department of History

Mae
HOW THE STARS GOT STARTED...
Eddie Sauter and Bill Finegan, leaders of America’s most

excitingly-different dance band, met in 1939 as struggling young
A’ _— arrangers. Ed had studied trumpet and drum
at college, worked up to arranging for “name” bands;
Bill had studied in Paris, won a spot with Tommy Dorsey.
After 13 years of pooling new ideas, they
formed their own band. It clicked!

Onehectu
AMERICA’S NEWEST, MOST
COLORFUL DANCE BAND

EddieShutter.
[VE TRIED MANY BRANDS,
BUT | GET MOST PLEASURE
FROM CAMELS. YOU
WILL, TOO |!”

Lill Fimegow

oye:

"WITH ME, CAMELS CLICKED
INSTANTLY. THE FLAVOR'S HOW

T LIKE IT, THE MILDNESS
JUST RIGHT."

Start smoking

Camels yourself!
Smoke only Camels for
30 days and find out
why Camels are first in
mildness, flavor and

popularity! See how

and

ole.

—— oak

much pure pleasure a
cigarette can give you!

PLE
PEO
E
OR
HM
WIT
EE
AGR
Camete
THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE !

